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Nwelcome News | White-Hall it's Sable "Aa 
And each Good Subjett lies difolvd in Tears | 
Juftly indeed ; for CHARLES is Dead the Great | 
(Who can f> much as ſuch great Griefs repeat ?) 

King CHARLES the Good, in whom that Day there fell 

. More then ore 7ribe in this our 1/+ael ! 

*Ah ! Crucl Death ! we find thy Fatal Sting, 

In Lofing Him that was ſo Good a KING: 

A KING Wiſe, ſo Juſt, and R'had great part 

In $0LO MON'S Wiſdom, and in DAYID's Heart: 

_ A KING! whoſe Pertues onely to Rehearſe, - 

' Rather requires a VOLUMN then a VERSE. 

Sprung from the Loyns of Charles of Ble(ſed Fame, 

| A Worthy SON of His Greay FATHERS Name: 

_ Nis Parents and His Grandſires Vertaes, He, 

As B'did their Crown, enjoy'd ex Tradnee, 

Of th' Beſt and Greateſt of KINGS, the Epitome. 

His Fuſtice ſuch, as none could Him Afﬀright, 

From doing t' e/, to God and SubjeFs Right. 

Puniſh He could, but like He*vens Majeſty, 

Would that a Traytor ſhould Repent, not Dye. 

His Predexce to the LAWS due Vigour gave, 

He ſaved Others, and Himſelf did ſave. 

His Yalowr and His Conrage, VVrite who can ? 

Bing a Good Souldier &re he was a Mas: 

VVreſtling with Sorrows in a Land Unknown, 

Whilſt Herod did Uſurp His Royal Throne: 

Bamſh'd His Native Country every Day, 

Like Moſes, at the Brink of Death He lay: 

* But th it Storm's over, and Bleſt be that Hand 

hat gave Him Condutt to His Peaceful Land 3 


Where this Great KIN G the Gordion Knot Uaties 
Of Heavens, the Kin:doms. and His Enemies ; » 

Not with the Sword, but wi:ch Hiz"Crace and Love, 
Giving to thoſe their Lives that for His ſtrove. 
Never did Perſon fo much Mercy Breath, 

Since our Bleſt $4aviownr's, and His Father's Death. 
Tn fine, His Afions may our Pattery be, 

His Godly Life, the Chriſtian Diary. 

But now He's Dead, alas! our David's gon, 


And having Serv'd His Generatios, 


Is falz Aſicep 3 That Glorious Star's no more, 


That th* Engliſh Wiſemen led unto the Shore 

of Beace, where Goſpel-Trath's Profeſt, 

Cheriſht within our Pious Mothers Breaſt, 

And with Prote&Fion of ſuch KINGS (till Bleſt: 

Bleſt with His P7ety, and the Nation too, 

Happy inh's Reigs, with M3Ik, and Honey flew : 

Yea, Bleſt ſo much with Peace and matures ſtore, 
Heaven could ſcarce give, or We deſire no more: 
But yet, alas, He's Dead! Mourn zng/axd, Mourn, 
And all your Scarlet into SackeCloth turn ; 

Let Duſt and 4ſhes with your Tears Comply, 

To Weep, not Sing, His Mournful Elegy: 


And let your Love to Charles be ſhown hereby, 


In rendring James your Prayers and Loyalty. 
Long may Great JAMES th:ſ: Kingdoms Scepter Sway, 
Au may His SubjeQs lovingly Obey ; 
Whilſt with Joynt Conlort, all agree to Sing, 
Heaven Bleſs theſe Kingdoms, and God Save the KING. 


Entred Aaccyzviug to O2ver. 
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